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chance of your bringing Gurdon Minho? I don't know him,
of course ; but he might be interested. You'll try ? . . .
That'll be ever so delightful. Isn't the c Snooks' Club meeting
rather exciting ? Bart says they'll eat each other now
they've split . . . About Mr. Minho. Could you let me
know to-night ? Thanks—thanks awfully ! . . . Good-
bye ! "	:
Failing Minho, whom ? Her mind hovered over the
names in her address book. At so late a minute it must be
some one who didn't stand on ceremony ; but except Alison,
none of Michael's relations would be safe from Sibley Swan
or Ncsta Gorse, and their subversive shafts ; as to the
Forsytes—out of the question ; they had their own sub-
acid humour (some of them), but they were not modern, not
really modern. Besides, she saw as little of them as she
could—they dated, belonged to the dramatic period, had no
sense of life without beginning or end. No ! If Gurdon
Minho was a frost, it would have to be a musician, whose
works were hieroglyphical with a dash of surgery ; or,
better, perhaps, a psycho-analyst. Her ringers turned the
pages till she came to those two categories. Hugo Solstls ?
A possibility ; but suppose he wanted to play them some-
thing recent ? There was only Michael's upright Grand,
and that would mean going to his study. Better Gerald
Hanks—he and Nesta Gorse would get off together on
dreams ; still, if they did, there would be no actual loss of
life. Yes, failing Gurdon Minho, Gerald Hanks ; he would
be free—and put him between Alison and Nesta. She
closed the book, and, going back to her jade-green settee,
sat gazing at Ting-a-ling. The little dog's prominent round
eyes gazed back ; bright, black, very old. Fleur thought :
4 I don't want Wilfrid to drop off.' Among all the crowd
who came and went, here, there and everywhere, she cared
for nobody. Keep up with them, keep up with everything,

